ELLEN   TERRY
But the storm of voices and clapping of hands continued from pit, boxes, and gallery through the overture of the farce, swelling till it threatened to grow into a tempest. The curtain rose for the farce; still the thunder roared.    One of the actors, quite inaudible in the clamour, began the performance, but the roar grew louder and louder, till at last Mr. Phillips came on in the dress of Friar Lawrence, and, with a stolidity so well assumed that it seemed perfectly natural, asked, in the stereotyped phrase of the theatre, the pleasure of the audience.    ' Kate Terry !' was the reply from a chorus of a  thousand stentorian voices; and then the fair favourite of the night appeared once more, pale, and dressed to leave the theatre, and, when the renewed roar of recognition had subsided, in answer to her appealing dumb show, spoke with pathetic   effect   a  few   hesitating  words, evidently the inspiration of the moment, but more telling than any set speech, to this effect:   * How I wish, from  my heart, I 12